I double checked the doors in my apartment were locked. I don't know why he would be after me, but the whole city is in hysteria. I can't help but be caught up in it. He's left notes near his victims as a way of communicating, because the media always reports on it. Ironic that a man who claims to hates the media uses it to broadcast his own messages.

It was late at night, and I lived alone. Not a good combination for my sanity. I didn't do anything wrong. I'm okay. I'm a good person. It's not my time yet.

The door suddenly opened. I grabbed a bat I was hiding under my bed. The door shut, and I rushed towards the man. He seemed calm, and he just stood there while I held the bat in a threatening position.

"GET OUT." I said, trying to make my voice not shake
"Calm down. I'm just here to talk." He said.
"WHY? WHO ARE YOU?" I said, inching away from him now.
"I'm here to talk about your purpose here, because I know you're a good person. I'm not going to do anything you don't want me to. Just sit down, hold the bat if you need to, and listen." The man said in a soothing voice.
I sat, and kept the bat at the ready. The man sat next to me.

There was no description of the killer, but this man seemed gentle. Blonde hair, blue eyes, a bit skinny...just a normal guy with no signs of bruises anywhere.

"What do you think the meaning of life is?" He asked me.
I thought for a moment. "Just to enjoy life, right?" I answered.
"That's what most people say, which is why I'm here. Do you enjoy life?"
"I like helping people, and I liked my kids before they passed. I just like putting a smile on people's faces."
"Ah, already much to discuss. You like making OTHERS happy, and life took something from you that made you happy. Do you believe in God?"
"Yes, and that's why I know there's a reason they're gone."
"Why would someone take something from you if he knew he was going to take it away? Why make you feel such pain, when you could be happy?"
"There has to be pain to make the happiness worthwhile."
"God created everything. He created pain. He created torture. Why?"

I couldn't answer. I hadn't thought about things like this, or at least, put this much thought into it.

"He has a reason."
"Okay, if you don't know why, we can move on. Why does God make people kill themselves?"
"Again, I'm not sure, but-"
"Why does he make you feel tortured?"

How could he tell? What made him see through me?

"I...I don't feel tortured?"
"Everyone feels tortured. That's what God does. He makes people scared to admit it. He makes people not realize it. He makes them feel happy, just to rip it away. Tell me, when's the happiest you've been?"
"...when I was raising my kids."
"And you're scared to have kids now, aren't you?"
I nod, struggling with emotion.
"Despite what you might think, I haven't killed a single person in my life. I talk with people. I open their minds. Some BEG me to kill them. I refuse. I can tell which ones are actually going to go through with it. I can tell which are going to go back to praising the person who makes them feel this way, scared they've done something wrong, scared of going to Hell. It's easier for people to accept death if there's a force behind it. A force that isn't something cold and scary, like truth. That's why the notes are there. To help people. That's why I'm here. I'm like you. You can HELP me. We can open people's mind's together. It's what the people need. I don't want anyone to get hurt, but if they realize they've been hurting all of their life...then, I'm doing them a favor, aren't I?"

Silence.

"What about my family? God is going to separate me from them if I don't believe in him anymore, and my family will be in Heaven without me."

"We can help them. Together."